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In Need of a Little Inspiration 


"Its not working, man." 

Peering up from his position on the couch, Dave looked at Josh. The burly redhead was slumped in a chair 
beside the desk. Fairy lights twinkled overhead and the rest of the lights were turned down low. A few old 
candles flickered on a coffee table and, lording over the studio, was the painting of Dave that had hung on the 
wall for so many years. 

Yet the stress that hung in the air was palatable, a feeling of tightness that ready to snap at any moment. 
"What's not working?" he asked. 

"These lyrics." The redhead sighed and tossed the notebook onto the desk. "Just can't get them fuckin’ right” 


Placing the guitar to one side, Dave got to his feet and wandered over to the desk. He glanced down at Josh's 
handwritten notes and quietly murmured them to himself. 


"I think they're good," he said with a shrug. "Maybe you just need a break. Beer?" 


"Love one." 


There was a cooler in one corner of the studio and, as he walked over to it, Dave could feel the other man's 
eyes on his ass. It wasn't the first time Josh had admired his ass and Dave knew it wouldn't be the last time. 
Not that he cared. They'd done enough together over the years, from making music to fucking like rabbits. 


Uncapping two bottles of beer, he handed one to the redhead. "Got anything on you?" 
That one question caused a raised eyebrow. "You don't do that shit, Grohl” 
"No." Dave smiled. "But you do and | can think of a few other ways to get your brain working." 


Resting his hip against the mixing desk, Dave glanced in to the studio beyond it. The lights were off leaving only 
the low light from the control room to illuminate a few feet. He could just about see their instruments hiding 
in the darkness. From the corner of his eye, he could see Josh riffling in his pockets until he leaned back into 
the chair with a deep sigh. In the palm of his hand lay a single white pill. It was there for a split second before 
Josh tossed it down his throat, a chug of beer following the pill in to the abyss. 


"What was that?" Dave asked. 
Josh grinned up at him. "Something to keep you screaming all night long.’ 


Dave's grin mirrored Josh's and, downing the last of his beer, he dropped himself in to the redhead's lap. He 
could feel the other man's strong thighs pressed against his own. Josh's large hands stroked along his thighs, 
making Dave purr. This wasn't the first time they'd fooled around and it wouldn't be the last. Whenever they 
were Together, and the going got tough, they got down and dirty to help relieve the stress. 


Dave tickled his fingers over Josh's cheek, taking in the two day old stubble, before he leaned closer and gently 
kissed the other man. A large hand came to rest on the back of his head, fingers knotting in his hair. 


"You don't have to be so fuckin’ gentle, Grohl." 
Dave chuckled. "I know. I'm just enjoying it before you fuck me in the ass." 


The redhead gave a soft snicker, his lips moving against Dave's. "You've got thirty more seconds of this 


bullshit before l'm bending you over that desk" 


Sighing softly, he gave the younger man several more kisses before pulling away. His dick was already hard and 
aching. Sliding from Josh's lap, Dave pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it on to the recently vacated 
couch. His sneakers and jeans were kicked in to a corner and he stood, in all his naked glory, before the 


redhead. 


Josh looked him up and down with a sneer on his lips and a delightful looking bulge in his jeans. Dave loved the 
attention, loved watching the other man get turned on by their exploits. Wrapping a hand around his own cock, 
Dave gave it a few teasing strokes. 


"Gonna come and get this?" he purred. "Or are you just gonna sit there and jerk off over it? ‘cause I'm not 


bothered either way,” 


Josh was eating him up, his eyes continually raking over Dave's body. "I fuckin’ swear that you get better 


lookin’ every time | see you fuckin’ naked. You've got one hot fuckin’ body." 


Dave's grin widened and he tightened his grip around his cock. "Damn right | do. Now get the fuck over here 
and take advantage of it" 


Giving Josh his back, Dave leaned over the desk and placed his hands against the back shelf. His legs were 
spread and his ass was on display, ready for whatever the redhead had in story. If past encounters were 
anything to go by, Dave knew that, within a matter of moments, he'd be screaming. 

A hand slapped his ass and he hissed, his back dipping a little. Behind him, he heard Josh chuckle. 

“That's it, Grohl. Get those legs spread nice and wide for me." 

Fingers coated with gel roughly began to prepare him, pushing into his entrance and stretching him. Dave 
hissed and closed his eyes. Resting his head against the desk's sliders, he pushed himself back, fucking the 
other man's hand. 

"Anyone ever fucked over this desk?" Josh asked. 

Dave took a deep, shaking breath. "Not in this studio." 


"Just what | wanted to hear. Looks like we're breaking it in" 


His friend's thick fingers plunged deeper and found Dave's prostate. He threw his head back and screamed as 
they swept across it, the guitar-calloused pads making him shake. 


"That's it, Grohl. Start screaming now." Josh's voice was low, husky, and dripping with desire. 

The fingers were abruptly pulled away and Dave heard the sound of a zipper being lowered. When the redhead 
pressed himself close, Dave moaned softly. He could feel the other man's cock rubbing along the cleft of his 
ass, the head teasing his hole. 


"You want this, huh? Want this cock in you?" 


Dave nodded. His eyes were heavy and his body was going limp. In the studio's darkened window, he could make 


out their ghostly reflection. How different he looked from the person that so many people knew. The loud, 
cocky man had been replaced with someone submissive, someone who wanted to be taken and used, someone 


who wanted to scream as their ass was pounded in to. And he loved every moment of it. 


Another moan whispered passed his lips as Josh roughly pushed in to him. Hands gripped his hips and chipped 
fingernails scratched at his skin Through his hooded eyes, he could see the redhead snarling, his eyes lit with 
the fires of lust. Both knew that they needed the other and that, in moments like these, their need for each 
other knew no boundaries. There was no judgement and no sharp words. Just the knowledge that they were 


two men who greatly enjoyed each others company. 
"Move," Dave hissed. "Please." 


For that, his ass received another sharp slap and he reared up from the desk. In one swift movement, Josh 
caught a handful of Dave's hair and pulled his head back. The resulting position with his ass perfectly 


presented to the younger man was one that Dave loved. 
"Oh, l'm gonna move, Grohl. And I'm gonna fuck you so hard you're not gonna walk for a week." 
"Good! Now fuck me, asshole!” 


The pain on his scalp was like a thousand needles scratching at his skin. It was pain that only heightened the 
pleasure and Dave let loose with a volley of curses as the younger man began to furiously pound in to him. 
The feeling of being stretched and filled sent Dave in to the blissful headspace that he loved so much, a space 
where he could float and lose himself. His own cock throbbed and his need to come was growing with each of 
Josh's thrusts. Behind him, he could hear the younger man grunting and growling. His balls slapped against 
Dave's ass while his free hand scratched stinging marks along Dave's flank. Come morning, Dave would look as 
though he'd been assaulted and he didn't care. The pain and the marks and the watery morning-after legs were 
all part of the fun. As the night drew on, the stress would snap and leave them blissfully contented as the sun 


rose. 


Slipping a hand from the shelf, Dave pushed it between his legs and grabbed his cock. He furiously began to 
stroke, matching Josh's movements as they both rocked on the balls of their feet. 


"Yeah," the younger man hissed. "I love your fuckin’ ass. Doesn't matter how often | fuck it, it's always nice and 


fuckin’ tight. Sure you don't let anyone else in here, Grohl?" 


He shook his head and stringy hair fell in to his eyes. "No," he murmured. His voice sounded lost as though it 


was drifting away with the clouds. "Just you, hot stuff” 


"Love hearin’ you when you get in to that headspace, too. Damn, you sound fuckin’ fine. You're a good little 
fuck, Grohl. Wonder what people would say if they knew that some of my best stuff was written while my 


cock was buried in your ass?" 


Dave snickered quietly. "Maybe | could sell myself as sexual inspiration?" 
"You do that. But my rides will always be free." 


The other man rocked harder, pressing himself against that spot deep inside of Dave. Dave howled and 
squirmed with each pass, his cock throbbing in his palm. Pre-come trickled over and between his fingers, 
slicking his skin and making his movements easier. When teeth sank into the skin between his shoulder blades, 
he screamed. He wondered what they looked like in that moment, Josh with his hand tangled in Dave's hair and 
his cock buried in his ass and him with his ass nice and high and head pulled back He wondered what people 


would think if they knew. Fuck ‘em. That had always been his motto when it came to his relationship with Josh. 


The teeth continued to work at his skin, no doubt leaving a screaming red mark in their wake. Dave could feel 
Josh's cock become harder. Placing his head against the desk, he whimpered and stroked himself faster. He 
wanted to come with the other man, wanted to feel that burst of pleasure at the exact same moment. His 
orgasm was coiling inside of him, swirling through his stomach and tightening in his groin. A warmth settled 
over Dave, falling over his eyes and forcing him to move in time with Josh. He could feel his body preparing 


itself for that orgasmic rush, his body tightening. Behind him, Josh moaned and pushed himself in deeper. 


Throwing his head back in to Josh's hand, Dave howled his friend's name as his orgasm washed over him. His 
body trembled and his hand momentarily stilled on his cock as his seed splattered against the desk Amid the 
haze that wrapped around his body, he felt the younger man still, his hand tearing at Dave's ass as he let out 
a low, guttural growl. A warmth flooded through Dave as his ass milked every last drop of come from the 


redhead. 
For a moment, they both stood and caught their breath. Dave lifted his head and looked at them in the window, 
specters caught in a point in time. The memory would forever be burned in to his mind, pulling him back 


whenever he needed a reminder of what kept him going. 


Finally, Josh pulled out and gave Dave's ass an appreciative slap. "Lemme have another beer and five minutes 


and we're good to go again" 


Dave grinned at himself and the ghost in the window grinned back. It was going to be an inspirational night. 


